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you’ve got 
the quality! 
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Camels flavor fits in right! It 
rings true—just like it rings 
the bell all day long and all 
the evening! 


Camels never tire your taste! They 
refresh it—and make you keen for 
another Camel! 


You can bank on Camels because 
they have the quality. And, because 
Camels expert blend of choice Turkish 
and choice Domestic tobaccos is a revela- 
tion—it gives Camels their wonderful 
mellow mild body! 


And, man alive, how you will prefer 
Camels to either kind of tobacco smoked 
straight! 


When you flash a deck of 
Camels you tell the world 
you're smoke-wise! 


Camels are sold everywhere in 
scientifically sealed packages 
of 20 cigarettes for 20 cents. 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY, Winston-Salem, N. C. 
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Drawn by Onson Lowe. 


“So YOU REALLY BELIEVE IN RE-INCARNATION, Mr. Cromsie? Is If PERMISSIBLE IN SUCH A NEW FRIEND TO 
ASK WHAT YOU WISH MOST TO BE IN YOUR NEXT STATE OF EXISTENCE?” 
“Wet, I was JUST NOW WISHING THAT I MIGHT BECOME THE TRANSMITTER ON YOUR TELEPHONE.” 
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Ir Our PROFESSIONAL Comic CHARACTERS RAN FOR OFFICE 
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Put Yourself in the Poor Girl’s Place 
An Up-to-the-Minute Thriller 
By Beecu Hittron 


CHAPTER I 
Would She Do It? 


S Peachetta McMunn raised herself on one dimpled 
elbow, her robe-den-we of priceless lace fell from 
her ivory neck and shoulders. So marvelously 
seductive was the sight revealed, that her maid 
Joli, murmured “Mon Der!” and nearly swoone | 

Her mistress’s flute-like voice restored her: 

‘Have you hermetically sealed all the windows?” 

“We, mam’zelle.” 

“Then bar both doors on the outside and bid James loos« 
the bloodhounds. I shall not need you again.”’ 

Touching a button that plunged the room into darkness 
Peachetta slid luxuriously into the silken folds of her bed. 

“Tf only,” she whispered, “if only I may rest tonight! To 
morrow, something tells me, I must wed Lord Noodlehed 
although I detest him so. Why mustI doit? Ah, why?” 


CHAPTER II 
She Had To Do It 


UST as the hall clock boomed out the hour of 2.22 A. M 
Peachetta awoke with a start that nearly proved her finish. 
Her heart beat like a jazz-drum. Stifling a cry, she switched on the 
lights. She was still alone in her sealed chamber, but something 
was insistently calling her. That Voice! Would nothing she 


could do shut it out? It seemed to call her, just as of yore 

and even before yore, to steal from the house and do a wanton 
dance on the sward. Through cemented windows and barred 
doors to steal? What irony! And to fling both modesty and 
laces to the breeze? And she not wanton to! She wouldn’t and 
she couldn’t—but ske must! 

The room grew supernaturally dark. In another moment 
Peachetta found herself upof the front porch of the mansion 
The night wind stirred her filmy abbreviations. Below her the 
bloodhounds noiselessly circled the house, like a living merry 
go-round. How could she pass them? Yet the Voice kept 
urging her on! Without knowing how it happened, she sud 
denly found herself whirling away in an elfin dance, where the 
moonlight flooded a bare spot in the quiet woodland. 

““Dance!’’ something seemed to cry within her. “* Dance till 
vou're aflame with the autumn night and youth and beauty! 
Dance till the very trees bend feverishly toward vou!” 

How she hated it all! But she Aad fo do it! 


CHAPTER Ill 
Who Saw Her Do It? 


“SUDDENLY, from the blackness of the trees and into the 
“’ bright moonlight, crept a sinister figure—a man whose 
staring eyes were red with unholy passion, who licked his lips 
feverishly, and who stopped to rub his arm nervously. It was 
none other than Larry Coker, the rakish dope-fiend! And 








Lookit, cowboy of the planes. 











People cry out my name w herever 
airships fly. I rope the comets in 
their flight and throw old Taurus 
every night. Poetry.” Peachetta 
gazed adoringly into his eyes. 

“Oh, G., aren’t you just won- 
derful!”’ she sighed. 

‘ Yes,” he modestly admitted, 
“I'm all of that.” 

“And you know just everything, 
don’t you?” 

“Well, very nearly, very nearly.” 

“Then tell me,” she begged, 
“what power has made me come 
out here and dance against my will 
and rough trees and everything?” 

“Same thing that made me risk 
a nose-dive to save you. Got my 
orders.” 

‘Then you, /oo, hear the Voice?” 




















The Literary Hack 


By Harowtp Seton 


MiAkY MAUDLIN’S “Lullabyes,” 
(I wrote it!) 
Zarah’s “How to Hypnotize,”— 
(I wrote it!) 
“On the Farm,” by Silas Green, 
“Altar-cloths,” by Chaplain Dean, 
“Etiquette,” by Van der Veen, 
(I wrote ’em!) 


Stella Siren’s “‘Throbs and Thrills,” 
(I wrote it!) 
Blackstone Bane “On Making Wills,” 
(I wrote it!) 
“Children’s Games,” by Betty Browr 
“Coats of Arms,” by Ivor Crown, 
“Parts of Speech,” by Nita Noun 
(I wrote ’em!) 


Greedy’s “Famous Chefs and Cooks,” 
(I wrote it!) 





‘Sure, we all do.” 
+ ‘_{ “But suppose—s up pose we Musty’s “On Collecting Books,’— 
i dared to disobey. What would (I wrote it!) 
° RewekT 9 P . ” 
‘0 * Lemen- happen? Household Remedies.” by Blake, 
“Happen?” said G. Lookit, as “Cowboy Days,” by Broncho Jake, 
Drawn by Ropert Lemen the spot of moonlight they were in ‘‘Honesty.” by Fraud and Fake 
Politically Inclined Youth—Do You THINK grew smaller and smaller. “We'd I wrote ’em!) 
HE FRONT PORCH CAMPAIGN IS EFFECTIVE! lose our 
Frivolous Flapper—No. A TRIP TO THE ‘obs. Y ( — — en 
MOVIES COUNTS MUCH MORE WITH ME. gous. FOU 
cant get 
Peachetta, in her wild abandon, saw him funny with a | 
° | 
not. Her doom, as well as her room, movi e-dire 
seemed to be sealed. With a snarllikea _ tor.”’ 
hungry watchercallit he sprang upon her, 
and his breath burned her cheek like the Perhaps 
hot air from acar. With a scream resem- Tourists who 


bling that of a motor-boat calling its 
mate, Peachetta tore herself from his 
clutches, and slipping instantly into third 
speed made for the trees. After her the 
enraged villain dashed. Around the tree 
trunks they flew, stumbling over fright- 
rabbits and skiddingly threading 
their way over the pine needles. Just 
as her limbs were bending under her— 
the only way she could bend them, poor 
girl, unless she stood on her heaad—down 
through the treetops crashed an air- 
plane, driving her pursuer into a close- 
fitting grave. 

From the wreck sprang a handsome, 
leather-clad figure, who caught Peachetta 
at the moment she got ready to faint. 
And in the moment, her father and 
Lord Noodlehed appeared. 

What does this mean,’’ demanded 
McMunn, inquisitively 


ened 


CHAPTER IV 
What Made Her Do It? 


LL satisfy your childish curiosity,’ 
said the aviator, in tones so deep 
that Peachetta loved him instantly. She 
could not barytone like tenor. “I am G. 





gotothe British | 
Isles always | 
tell of the great | 
number of very 
old men they 
have seen in the 
Se otch high 
lands. Perhaps 
the Scots are 
w ell-preserved 
because they 
are “canny.” 





These Here 
Shimmy | 
Hounds 


“T uster bea | 
purty fair clod 
hopper in my | 
day,” comment- | 
ed old man Bub 
ber N icke ns 
“but I hev shor 
lost out. Dern 
ef some uv thes« 
heredances they 
pull off now | 
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trip a sheep!” 


“Le’s SEE; WHO'D SHE 


SAY TO VOTE FOR 
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Mary Jon: 
DEFEATED ME FOR THE GOVERNORSHIP, NATHANIEL, | 
YOUR FORMER OFFER OF MARRIAGE. 


The Hobo Angel 


By Epmunp Vance Cooke 


HAVE 


T was a ragged angel who came limping down the street; 
He wore his wings akimbo and was blis tered on the feet; 
He wore his halo tilted, like he’d been upon a spree, 
And there were sundry patches on his heavenly robe de nuit. 
He rubbed a snubby, up-turned nose upon an ample sleeve, 
As he said, “ Excuse me, stranger, but I’m absent without leave.” 


He didn’t seem unhappy, for his features wore a grin. 

\s he slowly scraped a three days’ growth upon his stubby 
thin, 

And yet there was a troubled look within his wistful eye, 

And I somehow understood ’twas up to me to ask him why. 

And when I did, he stood a while upon his other leg, 

And then he sighed and answered, “‘ Well, I don’t know what t« 


beg. 


“You see I was a hobo in the days of used-to-be, 

And I never once suspected they’d ring heaven in on me; 
But it seems I got religion just the hour before I died, 

And they sneaked me off to heaven and they shut me up inside 
And believe me! it’s a wonderful and beautiful abode, 

But it never was intended for a hobo from the road. 


“Well, just as I made up my mind escape was past all hope, 

1 met a friend who said he had some glycerine and soap. 

The rest was pretty easy for a hobo and a yegg. 

So here I am, but what’s the use? 1 don’t know what to beg! 

And that’s the worst of heaven; that’s the curse of it, you 
know. 

For once you’ve been in heaven, heaven’s everywhere you go! 

“You gee these patches on my clothes? I wished them on 
myself; 

These clothes are just as new as if they just got off the shelf; 
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(who has lost the election but not her ambition)\—Now THAT yot 
DECIDED TO 
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HAVE 
ACCEPT 


This beard is strictly make-up, just put on 
to make a hit; 

I limp because I like to and my feet 
sore a bit. 

There ain’t a thing that ails me and there 
never can be none, 

For when you're once an angel, you’re an 
angel—and you’re done! 


ain't 


* An angel doesn’t eat at all. and that ain’t 
half the worst, 

An angel doesn’t even drink and doesn’t 
have a thirst. 

An angel doesn’t sleep or need a quarter 
for a bed, 

And when there’s nothing left to beg, you 
might as well be dead. 

So I suppose as soon as I have wandered 
‘round a spell, 

I'll be hiking back to heaven. 
heaven! Ain’t it hell?” 


Back to 


Suspense 
She—Tell me, Jack, am I the first 
He—Wait 
She—Don’t stop me. Am I the first 
girl who ever asked you if she was the first 
girl you had ever kissed? 
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Speaker (after tiresome harangue)—Berore I sit pown, 
IF ANYONE WISHES TO ASK A QUESTION, | SHALL BE GLAD 


ANSWER IT. 


oice from the rear—Wuart TIME 


1s IT? 
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Hesrxran Hoosts STARTS THE KITCHEN RANGE WITH GASOLINE 
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Art Sorts or Weapons BrincING” 


Pieces 


By Watt Mason 


Illustration b 


‘VE been laid up with ailments dire, but now I’m convales 
cent, producing feebly, from my lyre, some anthems iri- 
descent. Physicians hastened to my coop, all sorts of 
weapons bringing, and pharmacists, a dismal troop, my 
bell were always ringing. Theundertakersthought at last 

they had me where they wished me, and doubtless they re 
marked, “Dod Gast!’’ when from their grip fate fished me. 

Chere came a day when I arose and found that I was better 
and I put on my costly clothes, my shoestring and my sweater 

“T’ll go down town, methinks,”’ I said, ‘‘and tell old friends 
and neighbors, how close I came to being dead, and done with all 
my labors. I'll tell to sympathetic chums the story of my ailing 
of how I heard the muffled drums and saw the white boats 
sailing.” 

And down through town I toiled that day, by slow and easy 
stages; it seemed as though I’d been away for years, and years 
and ages! At last I reached the old time seat, and there was 
Ike the hatter; but where was Pete—old Wall-eyed Pete—with 
whom I'd hoped to chatter? 

Old Pete had been my dearest friend through foul and sunny 
weather; for months on end, for years on end, we’d met and 
talked together. And now I longed to tell Old Pete a story 
long and thrilling; unless I laid it at his feet the varn would mak: 
no killing 

But Wall-Eyed Pete was not in sight to hear my helpful 


RateH BarTON 


clatter. “Where is that weary wall-eyed wight?” I asked of 
Ike the hatter 

“Three weeks ago,” thus [ke replied “Old Pete was bad 
busted; an auto climbed his starboard side, and broke som: 


castings rusted.” 

“This is the bitterness of life,”’ I said, to Ike the hoary; “I’ve 
been through all the depths of strife, and have a bang-up story 
and I had hoped to find old Pete, who'd sit right here and 
listen; and *twould have been an honest treat to see his kind 
But now he would not hear a word, or think my 


tale alluring; he’d find my suffering absurd beside what he’: 


eyes glisten 
enduring 
“So I must seek old Splay-Foot Jim, and tell my tale of 


fretting; some tender sympathy from him I’m almost sur 
getting.” 
“T fear your chance is pretty slim,”’ said Ike, that meas 


well with Splay-Foot Jim; his fortunes 
he 


critter; “things are not 
have been bitter. Out in the woods, nine miles from her 
dodged behind a boulder, and some one took him for a deer, and 
shot him through the shoulder.” 

“Then you must listen, Ike,” I said, “to my recital dolefu 
for one who's chin-chinned with the dead must shed of tears 
bowlful.”’ 

He gave a snort, as in disgust, his feet went pitter-patter 
then there was but a cloud of dust where had been Ike the hatter 








Starling in Quest of a Publisher 
By Cyrit B. Ecas 


rTARLING wrote a poem. Somewhat in the 

manner of Thackeray after the penning of 

the famous Waterloo chapter in Vanity Fair, 
Starling, when he had put the finishing touch 
to his opus, slapped himself on the back and cried 
out, “By George, I have written a masterpiece!” 
Then he read the masterpiece over to himself six 
or seven times, wallowing the while in the sound of 
Then he read it to his friends, and 
rhen he sent it to 


his own voice 
they acclaimed him as a genius 
the Editors 

But damn the Editors! 
wayr 

Editors are simple tons 

Editors are idiots 

Editors are knaves 

Editors are the dupes of their office 
reject all manuscripts 

All Editors are banded 
conspiracy against Art At least, that’s what 
Starling thought after fifty or more but 
polite rejection slips had found their way into the 


Why are 


W ho 


together in a giganti 
prompt 
heart of his script 


But was Our Hero daunted under the fell blud 


geonings of adverse editorial decision? Not Star 


ling! He said: “I will throw up my job. Hence 
forth my every effort shall be given to the 
accomplishment of this one aim—I will sell this 


poem if it takes me a lifetime.”’ 

He threw up his job 

To gain publicity, he jumped off the 
Bridge, and walked down Broadway in his bare feet. 

He pestered in person every one of the fifty who 
had looked with disdai: 
child 

Many were the plans and schemes he employed 
to corrupt the Editorial Conscience 

He fed them dinner 

He got them drunk. 

He wheedled his way into their family-circles 
by buying their children lollipops and ice-cream 


Brooklyn 


upon his metrical brain- 


cones. 
And though they took his dinners, allowed him 


to get them drunk, looked with 
favor on his interest in their 
young ones—when he mentioned 
his masterpiece— 

“Now look here, old man, your 
poem might be the greatest written 
in the present century. But I can’t 


use it It’s too long.”’ Or “It’s 
too short,” or “It’s not funny 
enough,”’ or “It’s too sad,” or 
“We never use poetry What 


they said always amounted to the 
same thing: “It might be 
_ ee ee 

Finally, after thirty years of 
conniving and contriving, the Great 
Scheme came to him. “I am a 
pretty old man for this 
thing,” he said,“ but it must be done. 
It is the last and only hope.” 


sort of 


Drawn by W. K. Stannert + A.C. 








What was the big idea? Oh, it was 
simple enough. 

He shaved off his whiskers. 

He got a Buster Brown hair-cut. 

He put on knickerbockers—and a great 


bow-tie 
Then toddling into the office of a 
famous publisher, he lisped “O, lookit, 


Mithter Editor, thee what I wrote!” 
Whereupon the Editor fell upon his 
neck, and Starling sold his poem for a 
million dollars. 
Moral: The 
High 


Wages of Youth are 


His Loss 
I hitched my wagon to a star, 
And while I still was braggin’ 
The star shot swiftly off in space 
And I was shy a wagon. 


‘Il ruink I'LL HAVE JUST A TASTE OF COLD BOUILLON, A TINY SPECK 
OF BROILED LOBSTER AND A LITTLE BIT OF ASPARAGUS SALAD TO BEGIN 
rH. I’M REALLY NOT HUNGRY.” 


10 

















With Her Gift 
By Epwarp W. Barnarp 


T° wish you joy I send this bit of jade. 
I think it is intended for a cat. 
Too bad it’s green, and such a sickly shade! 
But then there’s no significance in that 


Last week Jane took me on a shopping bat, 

She picked you up some junk— for which I paid! 
No wonder you and Jenny always spat!) 

To wish you joy, / send this bit of jade 


If I digress I know I shan’t be flayed. 
(To be as sweet as you I'd be as fat! 

So sorry that my gift has been delayed! 
I think it is intended for a cat 


tea’’ and chat, 
it’s blue brocade 


I must run in one day to * 
And tell you of my gown 

Celeste showed me the feather for your hat 
Too bad it’s green and such a sickly shade 


At vespers Sunday (when I should have prayed 
I watched your groom-to-be from where I sat. 
He looked to me unhappy and afraid. 
But then there’s no significance in that! 


How you must dread existence in a flat 
Excuse moi, apartment!—and no maid! 
Do have a big, red “‘ Welcome” on the mat! 
Tis joy, my dear, for hope began to fade 
lo wish you joy! 


Modern 
W illis—Wasn’t that the boldest crime you ever 
heard of? 
Gillis—W hat crime? 
Willis—Didn’t you hear about it? Robbers 


held up and went through the 11:10 train this 


morning and got 197 doctors’ prescriptions 














Drawn by Rovert Lewen 


Wuen Brown’s WIFE ASKED HIM TO TAKE 
HER LITTLE DARLING OUT FOR SOME EXERCISE 











Drawn by C. W. Kanes 
‘Don’t YOU THINK OUR CANDIDATE IS A LITTLE LACKING IN THE—ER 
QUALIFICATIONS FOR SUCH A HIGH OFFICE TO—ER—ER?”’ 
The Be Aw, WATCHA Givin’ us! WITH THEM POSTERS AND THAT 
LOGAN WE CAN'T LOSE! 


The Bishop’s Reasons 


By KATHERINE Net 


HE 
the conference to give his rea 
sons for advocating the admission 


»LEY 


Bishop was haled before 


of women preachers to the con 
ference and he explained as fol 


lows: 
First: They are everywhere else 
Second: They claim they have 


done all the work of the church 


for vears and the men have held all 


_ the high plac es 


Preaching is not the high 
Men pre 


Third: 
class job it once was. 
fer to be plumbers, street car con 
ductors, etc., in these days 

Fourth: Women have done most 
of the talking for hundreds of 
years. They should be fitted for 
preaching. 

Fifth: lf they are good looking, 
men will be more willing to go to 


church. 
11 


Sixth: They have had years of prac- 
tice in cajoling money out of men, and 


the collections should increase with a 
woman preacher 
Finally: They want to be preachers 


The Orchestra 
Customer (in supply store) —Give me a 


drum of gasoline 


Clerk—Yes, sir. And yours? 

Second Customer—Give me a vial of 
benzine 

Clerk—Certainly. And the next gen 


tleman’s? 
Maloney 
full av kerosene 


Shure, oi’ll hov a base horn 


A Wifely Plan 

‘Still angry with your husband?”’ 

“Te 

“But why make such a terrible row 
over a small matter?’”’ 

“Well, after the quarrel started | 
thought I might as well get a silk dress 
out of it as a box of candy.” 














JUDGE 


\. E. Rottaver, Treasurer 
ntributing Editor J. A. Watpron, 4 tate Editor 


Revsen P. Sretcuer, President Georce I. Stetcner, Sreretar 
Perriron Maxwe tt, £ditor 


R. SAM BLYTHE says in The Saturday Evening 
Post: 
Personally, Harding reminds one of the 

man who comes out on the platform during 
a row, holds up an imposing and impressive 
hand and says: “‘Gentlemen—gentlemen—let us 
cease this tumult and proceed in a dignified and 
orderly manner!’’ That is his best manner of 
mind—to proceed according to the rules—in a 
dignified and orderly manner. That is the way 
he is organized—politically and publicly 


That seems to describe not only Senator Harding, but also 
the kind of a man the American people need, want and propose 
to have for their next President 


se | ET us cease this tumult and proceed in a dignified and 
“ orderly manner.”’ In other words, we are all sick of the 
howlers, blatherskites and crooked thinkers and want to settle 
down once more to less talk and more work. Theorists, 
idealists and mere talkers have had their way so long that the 
practical people of this country want a chance to settle down 
to real work without interruption from the reformers who know 
that everything that is is wrong and who have been attempting 
to right it by lawlessness and sometimes legislation of their 
own devising 
Looking around, the evidence is plentiful that the American 
people want to get back to playing the game according to the 
rules. We have had too much of the joker and the deuces 
running wild. Every fellow with an innovation has had his 
chance and we are all sick of the vagaries What we want to do 
is to play the game and stop monkeying with the rules 
oe 
‘Te spirit of go as you please has been too much in control 
of late years. It has pervaded every walk of life. It 
even took a President out of the White House to go gallivanting 
over Europe, promising things he had no right to promise and no 
power to deliver. It has made a Mayor of New York both a 
menace and a laughing stock t» those who elected him. It is 
making honest labor the tool and victim of a lawless mob that 
would make robbery and rapine take the place of law and order. 
It is destroying courtesy and good manners in the ordinary inter- 
course of life. In art we have it in the form of cubism and in 
music in the form of high and low jazz. In literature a con- 
tempt for grammar is the smart thing, and spelling follows the 
whim of each reformer too iazy to consult a dictionary. In 


James S. MetTcatre, C 


Grant E. Hamitton, Art Editor 
te dite 


morals even divorce has become too slow for the progressive 
spirits who long for the simpler Soviet methods. 

Individualism is a mighty good thing. It makes for initia- 
tive and progress. The only trouble with it is that not every in 
dividual can be trusted not to be a damphool, a crook or just a 
plain bug. It is to meet and control some types of individual- 
ism that we have laws, jails and insane asylums. Of late we 
have been letting individualism run wild and, as said before, 
the prevailing tendency seems to be towards getting back to the 
old American idea of law and order, starting with the White 
House and thence down through all the adjacent and outlying 
territory 

Perhaps Mr. Blythe meant to be slightly sarcastic in his 
description of the Republican nominee for President. In fact. 
he seems to have described just about what the people want. 


HE robbery still goes on. ‘The latest figure of the govern 

ment takings was at the rate of fifteen milliousaday. In 

New York City the demands of the tax-eaters promise a rate of 

very nearly four per cent. for local government (and pickings) 
alone 

Here is one amusing illustration of the methods of the tax- 
robbers which, though local, is of general interest, as it may set a 
fashion for the rest of the country. The rising rate of taxation 
in New York City is almost confiscation, and approaches a point 
which might mean revolt. New York State, however, although 
in the hands of the same set of politicians, is not so widely 
advertised asa tax-eater. Therefore it was easy for the State to 
levy an income tax with the understanding that a good share of 
it was to be refunded to the communities from which it was 
drawn. It is a sort of robbing-Peter-to-pay-Paul process, 
both Peter and Paul having a distinct understanding that 
the proceeds are to be divided on a fifty-fifty basis. 

The New York City taxpayer is thus smitten on one cheek 
by the local politicians. Then he obligingly turns the other 
cheek for a smite by the State politicians. Heads the politicians 
win, tails the taxpayer loses. Painless dentistry is a bungling 
process compared with this ingenious method of extracting the 
taxpayer’s money without his knowing it. 

How come? Whose fault? Searchus. Ask yourself. How 
did you vote last time? Did you pick your candidates because 
they were good men or because they were Catholics, Protestants, 
Jews, Masons, Labor Unionists, Prohibitionists, Republicans, 
Democrats, Suffragists, blond or brunette, for any reason except 
the one big one that they were good citizens who would be 
honest and faithful office -holders? There’s your answer. 
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When the Trouble Started—‘ What 
are you little boys quarreling about, my 
son?” 
gate 

“Why, this boy from next door said 
I was as homely as you, papa,”’ explained 
the young man. 

“Oh! And that’s 
trouble, was it?” 

“No, papa, the trouble didn’t really 
start until I said that I wasn’t as homely 
Y onkers Statesman 


what started the 


as you!”’ 

Sonny’s Crack—“ Yes, son, see how 
papa is getting gray - haired worrying 
about you and your disobedience!” 

Observant Son—Well, pa, then 
must have been an awfully naughty boy, 
because grandpa’s hair is all white 
Boston Globe. 


you 


Each to His Proper Place—Mrs. 
Brown was boring Mrs. Jones with won 
derful tales about her Willie. 

at 
this week, and his father is going to take 
him to the zoo!” 

“Really,” yawned Mrs. Jones 
sending Charles to college.”’ 
Magazine. 


she said, “he’s top of his class 


“We're 
Harper's 


Reciprocity—W ilie—Pa? 
Pa—Yes? 
W illie—Teacher 
help others. 
Pa—Of course we are. 
Willie—Well, what are the others here 


for?—Lin r pool Post. 


says we're here to 


Those Pencil Marks—‘‘ Who was it 
saw the handwriting on the wall, Bob- 
by?” asked the teacher 

“The landlord,” replied the boy who 
lives in a flat.—Boston Transcript. 


asked the father coming in the 





Score One for the Dunce—The 
teacher was anxious to make a good show- 
ing before the county superintendent, so 
when he asked the boy at the head of the 
class a question her heart was light. 
“Who was the mother of the great Scot- 
tish hero, Robert Bruce?” was the query. 
There was no answer, so he went the 
rounds of the other pupils. 

At last the teacher grew radiant with 
joy, for the boy who was standing at the 
foot held up his hand. 

“Well, my boy,” said the superinten- 
dent encouragingly, “who was she?” 

“Please, sir, Mrs. Bruce.”—Columbus 
Dispatch 


Liked Movies— Aind Old Lady 
are you crying, my boy? 

Boy—Pa fell down stairs 

Kind Old Lady—Well, don’t cry; he’ll 
be all right soon. 

Boy—Yes, I know; but my sister saw 
him fall all the way, and I never saw 
nuthin’!’’—London Answers. 


Why 


A Howling Success 


Lawl OSTRANOMAN 


THE MAN STRIKING HER, Mam- 


“Wuy Is 
ma?” 

“HE ISN’T STRIKING HER, PRECIOUS.’ 

“WELL, WHY IS SHE SCREAMING, THEN?” 


Kasper (Stockholm) 


’ 
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A Maid’s Way 
Loose-gowned, with hair awry, 
She sits before the firelight gleaming— 
Foregoes the pleasure of the dance 
To spend the silent hours dreaming; 
From out the flames step cavaliers. 
Strong, handsome fellows, death de- 
fying. 
Who pledge a maid a knightly love, 
\ deep devotion, never dying, 
And womanlike, she worships them, 
She loves each lover’s pledge and par- 
ley! 
But when it comes to theaters 
I notice this—she goes with Charley!) 


rhe cavaliers give way to one, 
\ cowboy, handsome, young and dash- 
ing, 
Who bears the banner of Romance, 
With silver spurs and hardware clash- 
ing 
An aimless rover wild and free, 
And truly of an humble station, 
But in the subtle firelight! 
He quite commands her adoration! 
She pledges him undying love, 
And asks as much of him; but will 
he? 
(And when it comes to dances 
Invariably she goes with Billy!) 


well, 


“The fickleness of maids,” you say; 

Well, I admit these shifts of fancy 
Are womanly in every way 

And true of every May and Nancy; 
But they should not be grilled for that- 

It’s only just their habit, bless ’em 
They’ll dodge all such entanglements 

If I have any mind to guess ’em! 
For somewhere in the Lady Book 

Is writ this gem of woman’s diction: 
“The simplest sort of man in hand 

Is worth a dozen beaux in fiction.” 


Buffalo News, 
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The Patient Followed Directions 
The tramp entered the diaconal coun 
cil 

“Gentlemen,” he began, “ your pardon 
for disturbing you, but I am very sick.”’ 
He paused after this announcement to 
note the effect 

“T went to the doctor,’ he continued 
“And he gave me the pills see, the 
pills,” and he held up to view a small 
bottle. “He said, take these pills, three 
after each meal, and I would like very 
much to have some assistance.”’ 

“Well, why don’t you take your pills 
then, and not come bothering here?”’ in 
terposed a deacon 

“Gentlemen,” replied the tramp with 
nuch unction, “I can not take the pills 
I have no meal.’ 

He got the meal Pick-l p 





\ A RASCAI 


The New Member—Yovu ARE PRIVILEGED 
TO LOOK UPON ME IN ANY CHARACTER YOl 
DESIRE TO ASSUMI i ria L mao? 


The Brain and the Stomach 
“Wouldn't that woman give you your 
dinner for sawin’ up a pile of wood?” 
asked Meandering Mike. 

“Yes,” answered Plodding Pete. “ But 
I called the deal off As soon as I looked 
at the wood pile I lost my appetite.”’ 


Washington Stas 


Maternal Thrift 











“You OUGHT TO MAKE HIM WALK, MADAM; HE’S A BIG BOY NOW.” 
Hum! Do you THINK SO—AT THE PRICE OF SHOE-LEATHER? ”’—Le Rire (Par 
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Complications—** What was the 
trouble with your singing society?” 

“It was a fine society,” replied Jud 
Tunkins, “‘but the singing was hard to 
regulate. The wealthy and influential 
members we depended on to keep it going 
all happened to have poor voices.” 
Washington Star 


At the Musicale—" Professor Adagio 
just raved over Josephine’s playing.” 

‘How rude! Why couldn’t he conceal 
his feelings like the rest of us?’’—Boston 
Transcript 


Lulled to Slumber—* Has your hus 
band a good ear for music?” 

“I’m afraid not. He seems to think 
that everything he hears played in church 
is a lullaby Detroit Free Press. 


A Musical Morning—‘‘ What's th: 
row with that operatic couple in the next 
flat?”’ 

“He started it with a recitative to 
the effect that the breakfast was bum 
Now she’s coming back with an aria 
telling exactly what sort of a brute he 


is. Louisville Courier-Journal, 


An Artless Question—After much 
advertising in the household one lone 
applicant called relative to the position 
of general houseworker There was a 
lengthy interview—most of the ques 
tioning being done by Mandy, a dusky 
daughter of the Sunny South. Finally 
negotiations were completed and Mandy 
agreed to start work at 9 o'clock the 


‘following morning The family was 


jubilant, but at 9 no Mandy arrived 
Ten o'clock came, but still no Mandy 
At 11 the door-bell rang, and there stood 
the new incumbent, with her boxes and 
bags. She beamed on her new mistress 
and explained: “Ah do hope you folks 
will all ‘scuse mah lateness, but jest as 
Ah wuz a-coming out mah teacher called 
to give me mah music lesson. Ah done 
forgot to ask last night if you-all was fond 
of the clarinet.”"-— New York Evening Sun. 


No Chance—* Do you object to jazz 
music?” 

“No,” replied Mr. Growcher. “If I 
did I’d have to holler to make myself 
heard and people would merely think | 
was part of the band.”—Washington 


Star. 

















Feminine Logic— He—Here’s an egg 
been laid in Ohio with the letter ““C”’ on 
its shell, prophesying the election of Cox 
by this omen. 

She—I suppose vou are sneering by 
that he is going to get the country’s old 
hen vote?—Baltimore American. 


Trying Ordeal—*The husband of 
this suffrage orator picked at his clothes 
and fidgeted in his seat all the time she 
was speaking.”’ 

‘**He was nervous and embarrassed.” 

“Ves?”’ 

“He confided to me later that he was 
afraid he would applaud in the wrong 
place.’’—Birmingham A ge- Herald 


In Batches—* One at a time, ladies,” 
protested the statesman who was being 
he kled 

“But there are forty of us to be heard.” 

“Well, then let us say three at a time.”’ 

Louisville Courier-Journal. 


“Promote the Junior Cat.’’—Inas 
much as rats did much damage to his 
papers, a Hindu clerk, who was in charge 
of the official documents in one of the 
more remote Indian towns, obtained per 
mission to keep two cats, the larger of 
which was to receive somewhat better 
rations than the other. A few weeks 
later the head office at Delhi received this 
dispate h: 

“T have the honor to inform you that 
the senior cat is absent without leave. 
What shall I do?” 

To this problem the office vouchsafed 
no reply. After waiting a few days the 
Hindu sent off a proposal: 

“In re absentee cat, I propose to pro 
mote the junior cat and in the meantime 
to take into government service a proba 
tioner cat on full rations.’’— Portland 
Oregonian. 


Playing the Game—‘How must | 
conduct my campaign?” asked the inex- 
perienced candidate. 

“Promise ’em anything,”’ said his 
manager. 

“But suppose I promise something I 
can’t perform and the public holds me 
to strict accountability?” 

“If you get elected you'll want to run 
again, won’t you?” 

“Of course.”’ 

“Exactly. When your first term is 


A Fowl Strike 











es 8 


‘“*| THINK THAT CHICKEN LOOKS RATHER OLD.” 
Varket Woman—Ye Does, DOES YER? WELL; LET ME SAY, MA’AM, YOU MIGHT EASILY BE 
ITS GRANDMOTHER.—Kazs per (Stockholn 


ended vou can tell the voters you didn't 
have time to put through all the great 
reforms you had set your heart on, an 
they must send you back to finish the 
job.”’—Birmingham Age- Herald 








Vamp-Proof 


As to Prices—‘‘ You seem to prefer 








that grocer.” 
“Ves.” 
“Is he lower in prices than others?”’ 
‘No, but he’s always there with an 
explanation.” —Louisville Courier-Journal. 


The Comeback Courteous—* So 
vou’ve been in a plaster cast for just 
months at a time, have you, you poor 
dear boy 2” she gushed. “Tell me just 
how do you feel?” 

“Well, madam,”’ he replied in his best 








bass voice, “I suppose that I can say that, 





Girl (at railway station)—ARE YOU EN- in the abstract, I feel pretty well; but I 


GAGED? . , . 
Worried Porter—Marnriev, Miss.—Weekl have to admit that I feel rotten in the 
concrete.’’—Red Cross Magazine. 


Telegraph (London). 
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Cold Comfort—*Do you think the 
judge will be hard on me?” asked ar 
offender who was waiting for that tard\ 
official to return to his bench 

“T don’t know,” said the court clerk 

He told me he was going to have some 
roast pork for lunch, and roast pork al 
ways disagrees with him.’’—Birmingham 


i ge- Herald. 


Gross Ignorance—<A Pittsburgh law 
ver was conducting a case in court not 
long ago and one of the witnesses, a burly 
negro, confessed that at the time of his 
arrest he was engaged ina crap game. 
Immediately the lawver said, “ Now, sir, 
I want you to tell the jury just how 
you deal craps.”’ 

“Wass dat?” asked the witness, rolling 
his eves 

‘“* Address the jury, sir,”’ thundered the 
lawyer, “‘and tell them just how you deal 
capa." 

‘Lemme outen heah!”’ cried the wit 
ness uneasily ‘Fust thing I know this 
gem-man gwine to ask me how to drink 
1 sandwich.’’—Boston Transcript. 


Strategy—‘‘ That millionaire who was 
sued for breach of promise is no fool.” 

“ How is that?” 

“He hired a lady lawver to defend hin 
who was better looking than the fair 
plaintiff.”""—Birmingham Age- Herald 


Backward from Futurism 


“Do you KNOW WHAT HAS BECOME O 
Meyrowitz?”’ 

“Meyrowirz? On, HE WENT MAD AND 
PAINTS NORMAL PICTURES AGAIN.” —Lustige 


Ge haft (Berlin) 


Mutual Admiration—‘ Well, so you 
have won vour dirty lawsuit 

“Yes. I always said that there was no 
other scamp of a lawyer so smart as you.”’ 

Der Brummer (Berlin). 


Disagreed — Church The learned 
judge on the bench looks sick. I guess 
something has disagreed with him. 

Gotham—You're right. It was the 
jury.— Yonkers Statesman 


Beverages—Stipendary Plowden was 
once discussing beverages with a fellow 
club member. 

“Have you ever tried gin and ginger 
beer?” asked the young fellow. 

“No,” replied Mr. Plowden, “but I’ve 
tried a lot of folks who have.’’—Loendon 
Telegraph. 


Geared to the Gallon 


“WHo FRIGHTENED YOUR HORSE?” 





e 


“Wet, you see, 1 ONCE WAS A CHAUFFEUR, AND WITHOUT THINKING | GAVE THE HORS! 
GASOLINE INSTEAD OF WATER. NOW THERE’S NO STOPPING THE BRUTE.” —Aasper (Stoch 


holn ~) 














Translation—* You're no good and 


you're fired,” said the business mana 
ger. 
“Is that a statement ex cathedra?” 
asked the haughty young college clerk 
“No, it ain’t,” snapped the business 


manager; “it comes straight from the 


boss.’’—Baltimore American. 


Getting Even—*I'!! ring for Norah 
to bring a fresh pitcher of water,” said 
the professor’s wife 

“You doubtless mean a pitcher of 
fresh water,” corrected her husband. 
“T wish you would pay more attention 
to your rhetoric; your mistakes are 
curious.” 

Ten minutes later the professor said 
“That pic ture would show to better ad 
vantage if you were to hang it over the 
cloc Bag 

“Vou doubtless mean above the 
clock,” she retorted quietly. “If we were 
to hang it over the clock we couldn't tell 
the time. I wish you would be more careful 
with your rhetoric, my dear; your mis 
takes are curious.’’—Jndianapelis New 


Concerning Altitude—‘‘We had to 
leave,”’ said Mrs. Clinchpenny, “ becaus« 
my husband couldn’t stand the high 
altitude.” 

“Oh,” imperiously returned Mrs 
Scattercoin, “our folks woulda stayed, no 
matter how much it cost.’”—Youngstown 
Telegram. 


Defined—‘“ What does it mean by 
‘being candid,’ pa?”’ 

“Speaking unto others as you would 
not like them to speak to vou.”’—Boston 
Transcript. 


Case of Necessity—“ A friend in need 
is a friend indeed, ”’ smilingly said the 
pawnbroker as he reached for a client’s 
timepiece 

‘I’m no friend of yours, Scrooge,”’ said 
the needy one. 

““Mebbe not,” chuckled the other, 
“but the fact remains that you're putting 
up with me.” —Buffalo Express. 


Depends on the Point of View— 

“Father, what is the difference be- 
tween visit and visitation?” 

“Well, Sammy, when we go to grand- 
ma’s it’s a visit, but when grandma comes 
to see us it’s a visitation.’”’—Boston Globe. 
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Nature and the Motor Fiend 
‘What’s that humming sound?” 

“That’s a bumble bee.” 

“He's got a mighty good engine 
Boston Transcript. 


The High-Powered Car— XKedd 
When you come to think of it, an auto 
mobile is a powerful thing. 

Greene—What’s on your mind now? 

“Why, you know an automobile with 
one horn can throw a man farther than 
a cow with two.” Yonkers Statesman 

Still Getting Results—* You used 
to trade horses.”’ 

“I’m tradin’ flivvers now,” said the 
rural wizard 

“Do you get the same excitement out 
of it?” 

“Sure. I swapped flivvers with a 
feller only yesterday. When he tried to 
run the car I traded him you could 
a-heard him bellerin’ from here to Squirrel 
creek, an’ that’s twenty miles awa\ 
Birmingham Age-Herald 


High Notes 





City Visitor—How ciorious, Mr. Mart- 
THEWs! WE HAVE UNDER OUR WINDOW A 
NIGHTINGALE THAT SINGS ALL THE NIGHT! 

Peasant Profiteer—THEN YOU'LL HAVE TO 
PAY ME TEN FRANCS MORE A DAY FOR FUR 
NISHING You wiTH Music.—Le Journal Amu- 
ant (Paris). 


The Master 


Mind 
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Wa—Joun, yYou'"LL NEVER GET THAT DOG TO 
Pa—On, yes, | wit YOu WERE JUST AS TR 


All He Remembered—* Tell me ol 
vour tour to the homes of famous English 
poets. The home of Shelley 3 

“They stung us forty cents a gallon 


for gasoline.” 


FOLLOW YOU. 
OUBLESOME ONCI 


~™ 
— 
~ 








‘And the home of Byron?” 
“There we had a bad puncture.” 
Louisville Courier-Journal 


He’s Got the Car, Though— Redd 
I see Black has got a four-thousand 
dollar car. 

Greene—How did he get it? 

“The car?” 

“No, the four thousand dollars.” 

“Oh, he hasn’t got that yet!” 
Yonkers Statesman. 


Unless Adjusted—S/e—lI say, dear, 
where do all those burst tires go to in the 
end? 

He—I don’t know, but if they go where 
most people consign them, there must be 
a terrible smell of burning rubber some 
where.— Rubber Leaf. 


In Reduced Circumstances—* You 
were too lenient with the chauffeur of 
that motor truck,” said a fussy pedes 
trian. 

“IT know he violated the law,”’ said the 
traffic policeman, “but I didn’t have the 
heart to arrest him. He used to be a 
grand duke and everybody got out of 
the way of his car.”—Birmingham Age- 


Herald. 
iv 


Not in 1920—** What about your 1835 
half dollar?” 

‘ The expert says it is worth fifty cents, 
but I don’t think he really knows any 
thing about coins.” 

“No, he’s too sanguine.”’—Louisville 


Courier-Journal 


Junior, the Joker “Pop?” 

“Well, Junior—” 

“Got a silver dollar in your pocket?”’ 

“Ves, but 

‘Lend it to me a little while; I'll give 
it back.” 

“But why do you want a silver dol 
lar?” 

“T want to try it in my slingshot.” 

“Shoot it?” 

“Yep.” 

“What for?” 

“Oh, just for the novelty of seeing a 
dollar go a long way.”’—Youngstown 


Telegram. 


Enough for a Honeymoon— /i: 
(proposing)—I’ve saved up enough to 
live at the rate of $10,000 a year. 

She—For how long? 

He—Oh, six months.—Boston Tran 
script. 
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A Cynical Polonius, Louis, and the Turks 


By BENJAMIN De CASSERES 


Our First Grave Digger 
Y O country is now complete without its own Bernard 
Shaw It would be like the “movies” without a 
Charlie Chaplin Or Hamlet without the First 
Grave Digger 
America is fortunate in the possession of H. L. Mencken. He 
is our Bernard Shaw, our Charlie Chaplin, our First Grave 
Digger. He comes to bury Cesar, not to praise him. Sometimes 
the Caesar he is burving is Puritanism Sometimes Woman 
Sometimes the * Boobery.”’ Sometimes Harold Bell Wright If 
there is no monthly Caesar who needs burial, he rigs up one 
with the assistance of his First Corpse Dresser, George Jean 
Nathan. The Hard Set comes out, and a pleasant forum-scene 
is had by all 
What saves Mr. Mencken from being a fanatical moralist is 
his sense of humor. If it wasn’t for his irony he would be the 
Billy Sunday of immorality, the John Wesley of paganism, the 
Judge Jeffreys of Nietzscheanism, for Mr. Mencken is at bottom 
a preacher, an exhorter, with the real camp-meeting fervor 
[his is a rattling good citizen to have around the national 
house nowadays. Every morning after reading the headlines 
in the paper I cry, “‘Get the hook, Menck!"’ Now, I’m a three 
hundred per cent. Americano, like Mr. Mencken hiriself—but 
shelp me! some of the things that are happening in this 
My Country ‘Tis of Thee make me sick And what we need 
right here in this country now are more Americans like Mencken 
myself and Teddy Edwards, of New Jersey 
So I am reporting to the General Public my great pleasure in 
reading “The American Credo,”’ by H. L. Mencken and the 
First Corpse Dresser (Knopi 
Chere is a serious hundred-page introduction in prose. It is 
an attempt to analyze, de-complex and unshuffle the American 


soul It is about the best thing I have ever read about you and 
me Dr. Wilson, the Knights of Pvthias and Summer Block 
Parties are all torn asunder ina ripping fashion. The foreigners 
in our midst do not escape. They are branded as the real 


dollar worshippers. And Mr. Mencken never repeats that old 
wheeze that we are the most provincial of people. Provincial! 
Why, we haven't even a culture of our own! 

Che American Credo is just Good Nature, either at a lynch- 
ing, a poker party or an eviction festival 


The Temptation of Anthony 
| [ was a dark, dank, rank June night in the Croatian Moun 
tains. The katydids were all ordered indoors by the Boss 
Katy. The wild boars were muzzled. The larks did a tailspin 
to earth. The hardy annuals didn’t annual. The cactus 
plants quit stroking the air. The barometer was going down 
A fresh north wind died out. The vicinity was ominous. 

Che portcullis of an old stone castle lifted. A silver car shot 
across the bridge. It disappeared. The vicinity resumed its 
ominousness 

A well-wrapt, tight-wadded figure sat in the silver car. It 
was Anthony Trent, the original Trent Affair. Where was he 


bound? Was he bound? Who could say? Not a movie di 
rector stirred. The megaphones were stilled. Was the occu 
pant Tom Mix or Dustin Farnum? Ah! 

That’s the opening of “The Secret of the Silver Car,” by 
Wyndham Martyn (Moffat, Yard & Co.). What will the 
harvest be? What would Chapter Fifteen disclose? 

You see what a story this is? It’s about a Raffles. Anthony 
wore a suit of blackmail. High Political Personages in England 
and America are involved. This gives it an Entente Cordiale 
cocktail flavor, as you see 

Anthony in the silver car speeds over the Croatian Belgian 
blocks. The moon throws her tender beams on the spark 
plug rhe castle recedes over the lowbrow of the hill. 

Suddenly the air is rent and increases fifty per cent. over the 
same rent of the previous vear in the same place. Two figures 
muffled in wood alcohol leap out on a Belgian block in front of 
the silver kyar. Anthony pulls down his pompadour over his 
eves and skids toward the North Star. Too late! 

It is Heliogabalus Hammerschlacht and the Lama-Yama of 
rhibet, the famous Inner Seal spies. They lasso Anthony and 
drag him into the funereal furze. They did not shoot him be- 
cause they knew Anthony had on his suit of blackmail. 

They dragged him to the cave, where the camera men were 
lunching. 

At this Very Moment a figure lay flat on its belly waiting for 
the trio to pass. It was Louis Bergdoll. 

The rest of the story is in the book. 


Some Ghost Laying 

[’S a pity Mark Twain is dead. What a satire he might 

have done on the Spook Spoof! But Mark got serious in his 
lonesome, latter vears. and maybe he would have taken the 
whole thing seriously. To think of “*Huck”’ Finn talking like 
old Doc Lodge! 

But here’s a rip-roaring travesty on Ghost-Goobing. It kept 
meup all night. At twelve o'clock, when graveyards yawn and 
parquet floors give up their dead, I wasn’t a bit afraid. Scared 
the ghosts right out of our flat. If one had showed while I was 
reading this book (“‘The Road to En-Dor,” by E. J. Jones; 
John Lane Company) I would have handed him the book to 
read. If he didn’t crack a smile it would have proved what I 
always suspected—that ghosts have no sense of humor. 

Here are a couple of British officers stuck in a Turkish prison 
camp who invent a ghost. The Turks believe it is a genuine 
thing. The Thing runs the camp, plays at diplomacy, intrigue 
and engineers escapes. 

The ouija-board is brought in to lift along the fun. The 
Spook and Madame Ouija talk Buried Treasure. _ If there is one 
thing that will make a Turk sit up and take notice it’s a Buried 
Treasure. The wise Tommies become great heroes. After the 
armistice the Turkish officials tried to get on the trail of these 
Britishofficers and their pet Spook to continue the treasure hunt. 

Do you want to get cleaned up, scoured and manicured men- 
tally after the great ghost souse?—here is the book to do it 
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Modesty Prescribed—‘A_ \-shaped 
neckline is usually the best for her; and 
regardless of the fact that a pretty ankle 
may be her sole remaining point of 
beauty, she should wear her sutrts long 
—never more than four inches from the 
ground, even though her more fortunate 
sisters are wearing theirs to the knee.”’ 
N. Y. World Magazine. (Edmund 
Burke.) 


New Garment Use—‘Ifi a_ small 
fancy CLOAK is beyond repair do not 
throw it away, but set it aside for use in 
the sick room, it will be found good to 
indicate the next time for taking medi 
cine.’’—Akron (O.) Beacon 
(Zella Holsclaw.) 


Journal 


New Game-Law Angle—‘ Under an 
opinion of Deputy Attorney General 
W. I. Swope, the game commission is 
authorized to retain the PELTS OR SKINS 01 
PERSONS sending them in for the state 
bounty when the owner does not give 
directions for their return.”’—Wailliams 
port (Pa.) Sun. (Julia 1. Johnson.) 


No Bondsman in Sight—‘ George 
Pteriotsis, president of the company, who 
is held in $100,000,000 Bart, is also 
named in an involuntary bankruptcy 
suit instigated by the Bank of Athens, 
Greece.” —.Vew York Tribune (Irving 
S. Langer.) 


‘*Bingo”’ Is a Queer Pup! 





Beneficent Happening—“ Albany 
Texas—The Presbyterian Orphanage, lo 
cated here, was burned to the ground Mon 
day night. One hundred and twenty 
five children were made HARMLESS 
by the blaze.’-—Lone Oak (Tex.) News 
(Geo. D. Stockman.) 


Burned by Leakage?—‘She was 
scalded when she fell while carrying a 
BASKET of boiling water down a stairway 
at her home.’’—Cincinnati Post. (Mar 
ian L. Burger.) 


Or Was It Twins?—“A baby Boy 
GIRL was born to Sheriff and Mrs. D. M 
Adamson last Friday. Mother 

and babe are doing nicely.’’—Sa/¢ 





Stimulating Orders 
‘Orders were given the detectives 
to search all DOLLARS and persons 
found loitering around the dis 
trict.”"—Cleveland Press. (Index 
Visible Inc.) 


Dead Men Tell no Tales 
“So far as Cox’s slush fund 
charges are concerned, Kenyon 
said that only two more wit 
nesses will be KILLED.’’ 
Moundsville (W. Va.) Echo. 
(Ignatius Brennan.) 


A Long Month of It—*“ Las! 
SEPTEMBER, HE TRAVELLED OVER 
SIXTY THOUSAND MILES, IN FORTY 
SEVEN DAYS, passing through 
British Columbia, Idaho, Utah, 
Nevada, Washington, Oregon, 
California and Montana.” 
Vancouver Provincial. (Geo. A 
Ohren.) 





‘ — ’ — “The most affectionate mother in the whole zoo at the 
Took Kitty with Her—“The Golden Gate Park is Mrs. Charlotte Russe, here seen with 





baby is described as wearing a her adopted son, ‘Bingo,’ an orphan puppy. Mrs. 


pink dress, a 


(Corinne Vreeken.) 


white silk cat took ‘Bingo’ to raise and she won’t let a human being 
‘ . a ae Oar |.. Within biting distance, except her favorite keeper, Super- 
and cap, blac k shoes and stax k intendent Taylor, who holds the bottle in his hand while 
ings. New York American. ‘Bingo’ 
G. West) 


feeds.,.—Muncie Evening Press. 
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(Wallace 


\ Lake Tribune. (G. S. Howarth.) 


A Paradox—‘I have always 
been a law-abiding citizen, and 
a strong advocate of the enforce 
ment of VIOLATIONS of the law 
to the letter.”’ Indiana polis Star 
Geo. E Sliper.) 


Where Did He Get ’Em All? 

“The injured are Johnnie 
Loving, FORTY RIBS BROKEN, 
head crushed and internal in- 
juries.” —Dallas (Tex.) Times 
(Lola Murphy.) 


Acrobat at Ease—‘ Sitting 
down he slides clear into a chair, 
resting himself more on_ the 
middle of his back, ENTWINING 
HIS LONG LEGS AROUND EACH 
OTHER and swinging ONE of them 
with an even rhythm.” —/n 
dianapolis Star. (Juna Cun 
ningham.) 





Pertinent Query—" District 
Russe Deputy Commish to T. F. (in an 
examination on knife and axe): 
How long would you cut wood 
for COOKING A FIRE in the open?” 
—Boys’ Life. (E. K. Chace.) 

















JU _ 
DGE at 
ARVELOUS to 
be told, Broad 
way has one 
musical piece 
with a real plot 
[his is “Honeydew,” and Mr 
Joseph Herbert is its author 
rhere is a hint of some forgotten 
French farce in it, but this may 
well be forgiven as the story 
supplies laughable situations 
and inspires lever lines. Most 
of our light musical entertain 
ment is made up of vaudeville 
turns threaded through a girl 


and-music background, so it is 


ELRRY 
refreshing to run across some 
thing with a little more consist 
ency 
But this is not the only virtue of “‘Honeydew.”’ 


It also has real music and a company wisely chosen 
s well as competent. Its prima donna, Ethelind 
Terry by name, is a find. She is pretty, shapely 
graceful, can act, sings well with a pleasing voice 
nd, on the sacred word of a press agent, is only 
seventeen years old—not yet qualified to vote for 
Harding which, being so nice a girl, she probably 
vould. With her in the successful merrymaking are 
Theresa Maxwell Conover, Messrs. Hal Forde, John 
Park, John Dunsmure, and others who bring out the 
in of the book and do justice to the unusually good 
score provided by Mr. Efrem Zimbalist. Mr. Has 
sard Short’s staging is also to be commended 
JupGE doesn’t get delirious over the ordinary type 
of musical plays, but “* Honeydew” is most agreeable 
in itself and demonstrates that it isn’t necessary to 
be coarse or vulgar to be thoroughly entertaining 


MONG the recent arrivals in our village is one 
Mr. Fred Stone, who is justly suspec ted of being 
a good deal of a cut-up. On previous visits he has 
been known to make even Prohibitionists smile 
his time he has the harder task of making their 
victims forget the sorrow that has become chronic. 
If any one kin do it, he kin. In fact, at the first per- 
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\ rACK OF 
UNUSUALLY 
MIRTHFUI 
HIPPODROMI 


CLOW > 
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WHAT TH AUDIENCE LOOKS UP AT AND THI 


the Play 


formance of * Tip-Top,”’ sad-faced men who had not 
been seen to smile (in public) since last January 
were to be observed convulsed with the innocent 
merriment of childhood. 

It is said Mr. Stone gets verv hich wages. H« 
certainly earns them. He cannot belong to a labor 
union because he does two or three davs’ work at 
every performance. He must get his over-time pay 
in the laughter and applause of his audiences. There 
is no question of his exertion to please, and it is ver) 
strenuous phy SK al exertion on top ol a genulne abil 
ity to create fun. 

In “Tip-Top” Mr. Stone is backed up by such 
clever entertainers as the Duncan Sisters, the Brow! 
saxophoners, a wonderfully drilled sixteenette of 
girl dancers from London, and a general bu ch of 
girl-and-music joy, chosen and arranged with Mr 
Charles Dillingham’s always good taste 


I HE crowd of attractions has delaved notice of 


‘The Poor Little Ritz Girl” until it has started 
on its travels, but Ji DGE’S out-of-town readers will 
find it exploiting in girl-and-music form the chorus 
girl domesticity that is shown dramatically in 
‘The Gold Diggers.” It contains a high percentage 
of vigorous fun and several catchy songs and original 


dances 


ITTER PATTER,” which title has a tinklh 

frivolous sound quite descriptive of the musi 
cal piece it names, went back to one of Mr. Willie 
Collier’s farce successes for its story. This was wiser 
than taking chances with the output of the journey 
man librettist, who turns out a girl-and-music book 
while the angel waits. The result in the present 
case is pleasant even if not impressive. Mr. William 
Kent has the réle of the bashful hero constitution 
ally afraid of girls, but a good deal of the fun of it 
seems to have leaked out in the transfer to a musical 
accompaniment. To many minds the average of 
entertainment will doubtless be kept up by the 
added frills in the way of rather pleasing music and 
pretty girls. No one stands out in glaring excellence, 
but in its entirety “Pitter Patter” is agreeable and 
entirely polite amusement. 
































MAN IN THE MOON LOOKS DOWN ON AT THE HIPPODROMI 


IMPLY as entertainment of an absolutely harmless kind the It is all anybody can do to keep up with what is going on 
Hippodrome shows are an asset to the community. They on the stage. There is so much of it and it is so good 
help on the side of mental health and as an antidote forbrooding. of its kind that whoever sees it must take away food for 
No one can sit through “Good Times,” this vear’s show, agreeable afterthought And it gets to the people who need 
and concentrate very hard on anarchy and similar subjects it most Vetcalfe 


WHATS@W HATS#IN TH E€@ THEATRES 


While Jupce is printing, plays have a way of stopping or of changing their Futron—“Enter Madame,” with Gilda Varesi. Grand opera 





abod "On that ac int it would be well to co It the d wspapers a a 1] | . 7 ss a 
ho inn & eto . r act . ianed b ticity well and humo vusly depic ed 
Gatety—‘Lightnin’.”” Suggests ymebod y’ poem about a 
g brook Havine fur ith R : 
DRAMAS AND MELODRAMAS { K. avin tun Wi en 
Acton—“The Unwritten Chapter.” with Mr. Lo Mans 2 Greenwicu Vittace— Three Live Ghosts.” Review later. 
later Henry Mitter’s—*The Stepping-Stones.”” Review later. 
Betasco—“ One,” with Miss Frances Starr. LirrLe—* Marry the Poor Girl.’’ Quite impossible, not entire] 
it between twin sisters. Well done, but ce but mewhat laughable farce. 
Crentury—“ Mecca.” Fine spectacle Revi Lyceum—‘The Gold Diggers.’’ Even chorus girls have to live. 
: ’ 9 "Th ) } rous! how thev , 
Conan Ano Harris—“ Welcome Stranger I hows humorously how they do it. 
rable humor that when it comes t rewdness tl ParKk—* Poldekin, with Mr. George Arliss. To be reviewed 





the Yankee. later 
Forty-Eicutu Street—‘Opportunity.” Matrimonial and W Prymoutu—“ Little Old New York.” New York when it was in 

Street troubles interestingly mingled. — Knickerbocker One the very pleasantest pla 
FRAZE! The Woman of Bronze,”’ with M Anglin Our Puncu anv Jupy—~“‘ Because of Helen.” Review later 

friend the triangle giving the star excellent opportunit Tuirty-NintH StreetT— The Outrageous Mrs. Palmer,”’ by Mr 
Garrick—The Treasure,” by David Pinski. Review later H. W. Gribble. Review later 


Hupson—“*The Meanest Man in the World,”’ Review later 





Maxine Exriotrtr’s—“Spani Love.” Jealousy and pas nw OPERA, MUSICAL COMEDY AND GIRL-AND-MUSIC-SHOWS 
= ons. 6 , 
their possibilities made most picturesque. Betmont—* Little Miss Charity.” To be reviewed later. 
Morosc Oo The Bat I x ng crime contest which kKeé CasINo “TH nev De W See above 
nce guessing to the very last minut , 


Brill CentTRAL—* The Girl in the Private Room.” Review later. 
TI int t . es . : ' 
° Century Roor—High eating, dancing and cabaret 


PrayHouse—“‘Anna Ascends,”* with Alice Br 
re nation by f ' n girl r 





‘ by the star a Syrian ¢g nquering i : . = 
pS The Lady of the Lamp ial iaiedl Cort “Jim Jam Jems. Review later 
drama of medieval Chins. G.iospe—* Tip-Top,” with Mr. Fred Stone. See above. 
limes SouarE—“The Mirage.” with Florence Reed. Fat HippopromMe—*Good Times.” See above. 
of the young woman with a past, not« ynvincing in text or act K NICKERBOCKER—*“ Mary,” by Mr. Otto Harbach et al. X 


view later 
COMEDY, NEAR-COMEDY AND FARCE Liserty—“The Night Boat.” Not as naughty but mu 
Biyou—“*The Charm School.” Review later. funny than it sounds. 
Boora—* Happy-Go-Lucky.” Mighty pleasant London comed Loncacre—*Pitter Patter.” See above 
e Victorian period well done. . Lyric— Kissing Time,” by Mr. Geo. V. Hobart. Review later 
Broapuurst—“The Guest of Honor,” with Mr. William Hodg« Setwyn—* Tickle Me.”—Mr. Frank Tinney in white-face t i 
Homely but moving humor in a rather primi 


“The Tavern.” with Mr. Arnold Daly. Review late SuuBert—“Greenwich Village Follies.” Color, catchy n 


ive pla\ and-music accompaniment. ] ist What you W ild expect 





COHAN W 

; Rae ~~ eee i .. dancing and girl ill stirring the sense 

ComeEDY The Bad Man,” with Mr. Blinn An enjoyable brig 
ind of e Me xican breed of |} ilf-breed. VANDERBILT Irene. leasar . . id Ww Wl : 

6 . “ = , slum hdslinien Teceieins ties niin 
ELTING! Ladies Nicht An f a ee pees : va ns taken trom 
: 1 CS i £ excell t and I | . - W : » ‘ _« y aa M + "By 1 — am ” 

appeal to vicious mind INTER GARDEN George L« aire s broadwat\ itl 20. 

Emprre—*Call the Doctor.”” Highly recommended as a humor D ind vulgar entertainment for the t. b, m. 
prescription for married folks who don’t agree ZIEGFELD Frotic—A very good substitute for sleep. 








NEW MOVES IN THE MOVIES 


























Trying it on the Dog 


B Myron M. St 


ERTAIN leading motion picture producers have adopted an 
old stunt and invented a new indoor sport: watching people 
watch movies. The game is called technically a “ try-out.”’ 

You start with a couple of hundred thousand dollars, if 
you can borrow that much. Or less: even fifty or a hundred thousand 
would do in a pin h There is not even any rule, if you're fixed the 
way some of us are, and find it hard to stretch your credit beyond a 
ertain point—say thirty or forty cents—against using your own 
money instead of borrowing. But this is not usually done. 

You spend your roll with speed and nonchalance upon your leading 
lady, your director, assistant director, camera man, assistant camera 
man, studio manager, assistant studio manager, office boy, assistant 
office boy, film, more film, still more film, etc., etc. Finally your 
picture is written and taken and assembled and cut and titled and 


aRNs (“‘LENsSO’’) 


But the outside audience has no axe to grind, no manners to 
remember. It doesn’t know what it wants, but it knows when it 
comes. Also when itdoesn’t. Individually, you and Mike McGinnity 
and Wesley Brown and I give little indication of what we think or 
feel when we watch a photoplay; collectively, we shout our applaus 
or disapproval aloud, for those who. have eyes to see or ears to hear 

and it’s a brave producer who dares come to us at the earliest 
possible moment, and abide by our verdict. 

One soon learns to read an audience. Take that interesting but 
appreciative phenomenon known to science as the cough, for instance 
You and I know that we cough only when and where we just naturally 
have to, and not to express our lack of interest in a photoplay. But 
watch the audience at the next movie you go to. Each person there 
coughs just as we do (only louder)—when he can’t keep from coughing 





praised and tried out. Then you watch the 
audience 

If the audience shows a tendency to wiggle 
about in his or her seat, and yawns, and coughs, 
ind looks up when any more of itself comes 
in—you lose 


If the audience fails to laugh over the funny 


wtaes 2. See ~~ ee Ss 


spots you’ve cooked up so confidently, but seems 
on the whole interested when the Evil Whiskey 
Smuggler gets Ethel alone in the cave and be- 


gins tearing her blouse during the wrestling 
match before Lionel arrives, it’s probably a 
tr 

But if the audience sits quite still as the pic 
ture begins, and laughs at the first jokes, and 
doesn’t cough during the climax, and leans for 
ward, and gets particularly irritated when new 


comers have to squeeze past to get into the va 


eS Se aa Ee Sa 


cant seats, and applauds frantically when Lionel 
kicks the spurs into his horse and starts for the 


titi 


cave in a cloud of dust—why, you win in a walk! 
\ good many photoplay producersh ave not 

y is yet recognized the obvious advantages of this 
game. They seem to fear the judgment of those 

vho will eventually judge the picture in any 

case, and merely invite a few selected friends and 

critics to a “special showing.’’ Then they can 

bask complacently in the sunshine of the favor 


able comment that inevitably results. 











Pictures Worth Seeing: 


NOMADS OF THE NORTH 
A Bear 'n’ a Dog 'n’ a forest-fire 
‘n’ everything 

WAY DOWN EAST 


Containing really marvelous ef 
fects. 


OVER THE HILL.* 
The story of a mother 
THE JACK-KNIFE MAN 
Whimsical tale of men and a child 
HONEST HUTCH 


A worth-while actor as a worthless 
wonder. 


A CUMBERLAND ROMANCE* 
Realistic mountain story 
BEHOLD MY WIFE 


The Nobleman and the Indian 
Gel 


IT’S A GREAT LIFE 
A fantasy of school-boy life. 


EARTH-BOUND 


Well-screened story of the Super- 
natural. 


THE WHITE CIRCLE 


Melodrama, unconvincing, but 
exquisitely artistic. 


MILESTONES 
“Highbrow Stuff.” 


HUMORESQUE* 
A laugh and a tear of Jewish life. 


*Exceptionally good 
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one second more. Yet—marvelous! As the 
interesting spots in the picture come along, all 
the coughing dies away; then, as the story sags 
again, an intermittent chorus of utterly uncon 
scious coughing breaks out all over the house 

here and there, like the fire-crackers in a 
small town the night before the Fourth, 

Utter absorption in the picture—leaning 
forward in the seat—these are great signs of a 
gripping film. Laughter and applause are of 
course more obvious. Unconscious comments 
when they can be caught, are most revealing 
of all. Any producer who heard an old 
lady apologizing to herself for Charles Ray’s 
ignoring of his home town folks in rhe 
Busher”: “Oh, he’s such a boy!” would have 
been abundantly justified in offering that pleas- 
ing young actor a contract running into nine 
figures on the spot. 

But you don’t have to be a_ producer 
to play the game. Anyone can play it 
Just watch the audience, and listen for com- 
ments and revealing sounds. Last night I 
played it myself, watching ‘“‘Nomads of the 
North.”” I learned the picture would be a 
box-office success, pleasing all classes moderate- 
ly, and some classes immoderately, but leaving 
the “high-brow element” only very mildly 


impressed. 









































P d Ex lu f jor It DGE 

Rubye de Remer. Stunning girl? Very popular in the pictures. 
Native of Denver. Was a Ziegfeld beauty in the “Midnight 
Frolic.”” On the screen she has been seen in “The Auction 
Block,” “Enlighten Thy Daughter,” ‘Pals First,’ ‘‘The 
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Great Romance,” “Safe 


and “‘His Temporary Wife.”’ 


for Democracy,”’ 


Now 


Fires of Faith” 


a Loew star, she 


adds 


to her vogue by figuring in person at the premieres of that 


manager’s scores of new 


theatres 


as 


they 


successively 


open. 











A Caprice of Curiosity 


By J. A. WaLpronx 


Illustration by Lawi 


HE Dawson Finishing School was an exclusive institu 
tion. The young women accepted by it to be trained 
that they might retlect credit upon their parents 
when they entered society had responsibilities as to 
conduct. And the school was so well patronized by 

the financially and socially elect that no girl of merely ordinary 
prospects could hope to enter it 

The Misses Dawson, spinsters, directors of the school, sat 
together in their executive office one morning, shaking their 
heads and whispering. Their faces pictured dismay and their 
manner determination. They awaited the coming of four of 
their students who had been summoned to their austere presence 

Something which seemed quite scandalous had been discov 
ered by underlings and reported to the spinsters 

he four girls in question were intimates, and had been placed 
in a dormitory by themselves. And they were to be examined 
in secret, for it would not do to let the matter involved become 
known to other young women in the institution 

All at once the room, ordinarily as unattractive as the spin 
sters themselves, was made brilliant by youth and its trappings 


ENCE FELLOWS 


The Misses Hac kley, Lessel Jay and Nestell, the culprits 
tripped in. It can almost be said they danced in, for they were 
buoyant. Their faces were fresh and joyous, their attire fetch- 
ing, and their types of beauty contrasted to make a veritable 
bouquet of loveliness. They were the Three Graces, with a 
fourth added, and they typed modern femininity in its most 
attractive stage. 

Be seated, young ladies, please,”’ said Marilla Dawson, the 
elder spinster, who was usually mistress of ceremonies. If such 
a thing were possible, acid might have been distilled from her 
tone 

lhe girls fluttered charmingly into chairs. At any rate, their 
graces would have charmed any but the spinsters 

‘I have a serious matter to broach,”’ continued Marilla 
Sophronia, the younger spinster, nodded affirmation 

‘* As all of you are in one room,” Marilla went on, “ there can 
be no great secrets between you. In other words, what is 
known to one must be known to all.” 

The girls looked at one another, smiling. Miss Nestell, who 
had the most mischievous air, giggled 


Sees... 


**S-s-h-h-h-h!”’ The sibilation was Marilla Dawson’s. “This 
is no trifling matter, young ladies!’’ Looking at them sternly 
for a moment, she took from an enfolding paper a silken gar 
ment. ‘‘Have you seen this before? I ask you all.” Rising, 
she held it to view. 

There was no answer, but it was plain that if the four girls 
had released what they were suppressing with difficulty the re- 
sult would have been a chorus of mirth. 

Marilla Dawson still held up the garment— a pajama coat 
and then brought from the paper its complement, shuddering 
“This is a man’s garment!” Her intonation was spinsterish 
“And a man’s name is here, embroidered.”” She pointed at the 
collar with an accusing finger. ‘‘ This was found in the dormi 
tory occupied by you in common. And that is not all!”” From 
another folded paper she took several little boxes. ‘‘ These are 
cigarettes. I know nothing of such things, but they seem to 
have been specially made, for they bear the monogram of the 
person whose name is enbroidered on this garment!” 

The girls could no longer suppress giggles 

“TI am amazed at your levity, young ladies!’ Marilla’s voice 
was lifted above its usual monotone. ‘‘One of you— perhaps 
all of you—can explain, as explain you must. It is a scandalous 
thing! I shall dismiss you now, cutting your usual amusements 
for the day. Go to the dormitory and make up your minds to 
confess. Then we shali see what must be done. The usefulness 
of this school— against which no breath of scandal has before 
been possible—I fear is over for you all. When you have con 
fessed I shall advise with your parents.” And Marilla majesti 
cally waved the girls away. 

lhe girls departed, but they giggled on the other side of the door. 

The spinster sisters sat looking at each other, horrified by thie 
problem, when a visitor was announced. They managed to 
rise and greet her. She was an imposing woman 

“The Misses Dawson?” she asked. 

‘‘We are the Misses Dawson,” Marilla replied. 

‘*My errand is unusual. I know your school by reputation, 
and thus am the more surprised!” 

“Surprised? And at what, pray? And your name, madam? 
You sent in no card.” Marilla’s dignity was appalling. But it 
it did not disturb her visitor. 

“ Although we haven’t met,” she said, “I am a neighbor. | 
am Mrs. Christopher Barrough. I reside on the Avenue, oppo 
site your school. Our grounds adjoin in the rear.” 

“Interesting detail, madam, but what has it to do with us?’ 


” 


’ 
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“It has something to do, I assure you. 1 am amazed at the 
character of some of the young women in your institution!” 

“Ah!” Marilla had taken up the pajama coat and was scan- 
ning its collar. ‘‘Have you a son, madam, named Hugh Bar- 
rough?” 

i Sg 

Phen perhaps you should be amazed at Ais character. This 

garment, which seems to belong to him, was found in one of our 
dormitories, with these.’’ She held up also a box of cigarettes. 

‘*T recognize the articles. They are my son’s. Two of your 
students— they must be bold creatures—were seen descending 
from the window of my son’s room by a wistaria vine near mid 
night. These things explain their interesting excursion.” 

‘*But your son might explain the matter.”’ 

‘His room is unoccupied. He has been abroad a year.” 


Vers Libre 
By Heten E. -Poyntei 


‘OME pecple like old singing rhymes;— 
Others claim that poetry should 
Not be written in rhyme or measure, 
rhat this hampers the lofty soul 
Which would fly without beat of wing 
Into the boundless reaches 
Of the sky. Feeling out in all 
Directions without 
Consciousness of contact with 
Anything that would circumscribe 
Or check or limit 
Such freedom. 
In other words 
They would express exaited numbers 
In free or jerky or long-drawn-out 
Prose. So let them write. .. . 
1 like their freedom—when they do not hold me up 
With some too sudden or spasmodic 
Short, free 
Line. 


Thus let them write—so long as they leave me 
Some little rhymes with which I may make free, 
For when I wish to muse I take to verse, 
Knowing that it is bad. thankful it is not worse! 


Clerk (at polls)—Wuy DONT YOU WANT TO GIVE YOUR AGE? 


Hubby—Wett—eER—MY WIFI 
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S THE SAME AGE AS | am. 
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JACK HET '25 
“How pO YOU GET SO MANY GIRLS?” 
“| SPRINKLE SOME GASOLINE ON MY HAND- 
KERCHIEF. —Columbia Jester. 


Re 
A Mistake 

He was having a wonderful time. 

She was troubled. It was leap year. 

He did not know it, but she was a vampire. 

She didn’t blush when he placed his arm about 
her waist, and unconsciously moved closer 
Her skirts might have been above her knees, but 
who cared—and besides, the stockings were 
silk and expensive. And at that her calves 
were shapely and well developed. 
} Sweet nothings he murmured into her shell- 
pink ear. The stray wisps of hair thrilled him 
pleasantly as they brushed against his hot 
cheeks. She knew he had fallen, and that the 
time for the proposal was at hand. 

Heartlessly she cooed at 
him: “Don’t you ever need 
sympathy? Don’t you ever 
feel a longing for tenderness?” 
she sighed. 

“Uh-huh,” replied her vic- 
tim, “when I order a steak.” 

Pennsylvania Punch Bowl. 


A Little Bird 
A little bird sat on a tree, 
And hopped from limb to 
limb, 
And kept his beady eye on 
me, 
The while I looked at him. 
I stood and watched him 
much amused 


ible, 








Until a thought occurred 
That it was very possibl 
that I amused the bird 

Carnegie Tech. Puppet 
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Joyous, 


Right! 
Just why some maidens 
Dye their hair, 
And street cars charge 
\ six-cent fare, 
Nobody knows. 
Or seems to care 


Why rounders go 

To New York, where 
They scatter money 
Everywhere, 

Nobody knows, 

Or seems to care. 


But if my girl should 
Change her air, 

And say we'd make 

A happy pair, 

There’s one who'd know, 


And one who'd care.— Yale Record. 


Foolish 
Excited Co-ed—Oh, heavens! 
pin; what shall I do? 
Heartless One—Well, don’t make all that 
fuss over a pin. Here’s another one.—Penn 


I swallowed a 


State Froth. 


Regret 
Judge—Don’t you regret having killed the 
pedestrian with your golf ball? 
Golfer (regretfully)—I certainly do, judge. If 
he hadn’t of got in the way I'd a made that hole 
in one under par.—M ichigan Gargovle 











She—Won’'t YOU SsIT pOWwN? 
He—Arter you, peEar.—Yale Record. 
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A Fine Ficure or a Man 


—Carolina Tar Baby. 





Let's Go! 

The guests were leaving. Their Rolls-Rufi 
stood at thecurb. The air was cold and damp. 
Che host and his family walked down to the 
gate with them, shivering. 

The chief guest toyed with the crank a few 
minutes and then there was a roar and an 
evolution of smoke. 

“Well, good-bye,” said the hostess, “And 
give my regards to George and the rest.”’ 

“Enjoyed ourselves immensely,” admitted 
tersely the important one be- 
hind the wheel. 

“Good-bye, all of you.” 

“Good-bye,” said the 
guests, with a wave of the 
hand 

And then the motor stalled 

Pennsylvania Punch Bou 


Parallel Case 

Jazz (reading Kipling 
‘And the burnt fool’s ban- 
daged hand goes wabbling 
back to the fire.”’ 

Rasz (sorrowfully)—He 
must have had the like of 
me in mind. 

Jazz—And just why? 

Razzs—I’'m just at present 
giving the oF envelope to 
my third wife—Pitt Pan- 
ther 
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Two Earnest Americans 


soon to be President and Vice-President 


and what they represent 


Harding and Coolidge, your next President and 
Vice-President, stand for these things: 
* ok oa * ~ + 


Absolute control of the United States by the United 


States. No foreign dictation. No foreign control ex- 
pressed or implied. 


Americans can govern their country without Eu- 
> . 
rope s assistance. 
ok * * * * + 


Administrative economy and efficiency—an end to 
the scandalous squandering of national resources, 
reckless taxation and reckless spending. 

* 1” * * ok * 
Protection and encouragement for American work- 
ers and business men. 
Prosperity restored and permanent. 

* * *K * * ok 
Respect for American traditions and for American 
Independence, which are the foundations of this 
government. 


On the fourth of July, in future as in the past, one 
flag will be seen. One is enough. 


Independence means independence, now as in 1776. 
Bi om” 4 * ok ok 

This country will remain American. Its next Presi- 

dent will remain in our own country. American 

affairs will be discussed by American public ser- 

vants in the City of Washington, not in some 

foreign capitol. 


We decided long ago that we objected to foreign 
government of our people. 


If four million Americans could take care of them- 
selves and their own affairs one hundred and forty 
years ago, one hundred million Americans—25 
times as many—can do the same now. 


* + ok *K *K 
Harding and Coolidge will prove all this to the 
whole of Europe, Asia and Africa, when you send 
them to Washington. 

Republican National Committee 
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Let’s be done with wiggle and wobble 





— te 


tel 


eee ae SS eee 





RON 


Warms 
the (Cockles Sharpens 
of the wits 
the Heart > as well as 
= (Evans) “= 
the ood Fine at 


Old 
Evens’ Way 


Beverage 


FORMERLY KNOWN AS CHECONA EVANS ALE 


A Generous, Hearty, Subs tantial, 
Cool Weather Beverage 


SUPPLIED IN CASES BY GOOD DEALERS 
Cc. H. EVANS 4& SONS Estab. 1786 HUDSON N Y 


TCS idernt~ 
S uspenders | 


for comfort 


| Every pair guaranteed 


MADE AT SHIRLEY MASSACHUSETTS 











Love Pension 


By Ava Pat 


The 


TERSON 


ONE good thing has come out of the Elwell 
case. Itisaphrase. The phrase is “love 
pension.” 
arich man. He was 
Also that he was 
teetering on the brink of bankruptcy. But on 
one point there was unanimity—he had a long 
His resources were taxed to the 
uttermost by his “love pensions.” 
Women have taken up the phrase. They 
have caught it up and rolled it as a tidbit of 
Nine-tenths of 


Elwell was said to be 


said to be a man 


p or 


pension list! 


supreme flavor upon their lips. 
the women I know want one 

wet fg 
extra handkerchiet 
washin’s a hard life 


as she tucks an 
into her basket, “this 
Wish I had a love pen- 


says the washlady 


sion 

‘I’m sick of the uncertainties of the stag« 
says the actress. “I wish somebody would giv: 
me a love pension.” 

\ respectable housewife frowns as she reckons 
her account with the butcher. She sighs as she 
blank check with the total. “If I 


were only some one’s love pensionnaire!”’ she 


fills in a 


moans 

But there’s a drawback The women who 
want love pensions couldn’t get them, and the 
women who could get them, don’t want them. 

A Cynic’s Comment 

Mrs, Dyer—Here’s an odd ad: “Young 
women wanted for hanging up, shaking out and 
folding.” 


Dyer—Must be a call for shimmy dancers. 





Snoppy-Quops No. 16 


“ a 
Fsme 





Spring-Song 
By Wu. C. 1 iF. S. Murray 
YEE here’s a flute 
Formed by the snoot 
Of Signor Snoppy-quoppo; 
“The Maiden’s Prayer’’ 
He plays with care, 
Allegro ma non troppo. 


He once essayed 

A serenade 

The poor inamorato 
He caught the flu. 
And couldn't do 

A single Pizzicato. 


V oral 


If you’re all right, 
Then Zo ahead ; 
But if you’re not, 
Then go to bed 


A Girl's Preference 
He—Which do you like the best, 
or the theatre? 
She—The movies 
“Why?” 
The theatre is too light for me.” 


the movies 


The Newly Luxurious 


HW ifeyv—Any news? 

Hubby—(reading paper)— Yes Plumber's 
daughter elopes with his _ third-assistant 
chauffeur 


Over the Phone 
‘I called you up last night, but got no an- 
swer. Were you all out?” 
“No, all in.’ 
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Knock on wood! You re feeling fine, 
eh? That's great! Keep the entire 
family feeling that way always with 
occasional Casecarets for the liver and 


bowels. When bilious, constipated, head- 
achy, unstrung, or for a _ cold, upset 
stomach, or bad breath, nothing acts 
like Cascarets. No griping, no inconven- 
10, 25, 50 cents. 


LEARN PIANO! 


This Interesting Free Book 





ience. 
FREE BOOK 
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shows how can become a skilled pl r 
ol piano ofr organ in your own ue at 
one-quarter usual cost Dr. Quint 
famous Written Method is endorsed 
leading musicians and hr ads of State Conservatories Ss sful 
year Play chords at once and complete piece in every k« within 
4 lessons. Scienuh et easy to understand. Fully illustrated For 
beginners or teachers, old or young All music free. Diploma granted 


Write today for 64-page free book How to Learn Piano or Organ 
M. L. Quinn Conservatory, Studio JJ, 598 Columbia Road, Boston, 25, Mass. 





Warning 
B (sRACI MecKin TRY 


\ HERE are our careful doctors 
And where’s the Board of Health? 

Trimmed hats are bringing in disease, 
And not at all by stealth. 


The shops are advertising 
Quite boldly (next the news): 
“On Saturday, a Sale of Hats, 
And Some Have Ostrich Flues.” 


Well, let the ostrich bury 
His head in sand, and sneeze! 
His feathers may be good for us, 
But who wants his disease ? 


Substitute Piety 
Jack—Is Tom lazy? 
Jim—l should When we 
together at college, he would wait until I finished 
my prayers and say “ Amen.” 


Say SO. roomed 


Level- Headedness 
“T think our cook is going to leave!”’ 
“Well, make sure, before you offer the car.” 














Regarding Editorial, Subscription and Advertising Matters 


SUBSCRIPTION OFFICES: Main  office—Brunswick 
Building, 225 Fifth Avenue, NEW YORK European agent 
Wm. Dawson & Sons, Ltd.. Cannon House, Breams’ Bidg., 
London, E. ¢ England Annual cash subscription price, $7.00 
Postage «ree in the United States, its dependencies, and Mexico 
To Canadian Provinces add 50 cents a year for postage; to all 
foreign countries add $1.00 a year Single copies of present 
year and 1910, 15 cents each; 1918, 20 cents each; 1917, 30 
cents each, etc. 

Persons representing themselves as connected with JUDGE 
should always be asked to produce credentials 

ADVERTISING OFFICES Brunswick Bidg., 225 Fifth 
Avenue, New York: Marquette Bidg., Chicago; Henry Bidg., 
Seattle. (Rates $1 se per agate line.) 

CHANGE IN ADDRESS Subscriber's old address as well 
as the new must be sent in with request for the change Also 


give the number appearing on the right band side of t! address 
in tre wrapper. It takes from ten days to two weeks to make 
a change 

EDITORIAL OFFIC! 225 Fifth Avenue, New York Cit 

To Contributors’ JupGce will be glad to consider jokes and 
stories. Contributions should always be accompanied by post 
age for their return, if unaccepted 

Copyright, 1920, by Leslie-Judge Company Entered at the 
Post-office at New York as Second-class Mail Matter. Pub 
lished weekly, by Leslie-Jjudge Company, 225 Fifth Avenue 
New York. Reuben P. Sleicher, President. George I. Sleicher 
Secretary. A. E. Rollauer, Treasurer 
Printed by the Schweinler Press. 
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At The Movies 


By Ricuarp ButLer GLAENZER 
()! T of Nowhere, on the screen, 
. Smiled a face 
Which for years I had not seen 


Any place 

ve in mind’s-eve memories 
Of my past 

v I had her, O the tease, 
Caught at last! 


No 


Hers the same half mocking lips, 
Downcast gaze 
Resting upon finger-tips 
Which would craze 
\ny man they chanced to touch: 
They did me; 
For I kissed them, got in Dutch, 
Was “too free!” 
what matter does it make 
Whose she is? 
it really her mistake 
Being his? 
Had I acted still more free, 
Who can say 
She might not now smile at me 
Every day? 





Drawn by J. K. Bayans 

“Ove Sqeuian SHOOTER JES COTCHED ME IN 
HIS HEN HOUSE BUT I DONE GOT AWAY.” 

“Now HE TRACK YOU-ALL IN DIS HEAH 
MUD?” 

“LAWD, NO, CHILE, DEM FEET PRINTS OB 
MINE AM FIFTY FEET APAHT.”’ 

Why the Pole Is Magnetic 

Son—Gee, Ma, I wish I were an Eskimo! 
VM other—Why, Bobbie? 
Son—’Cause teacher said they never take a 


bath from the day they’re born to the day they 


lie 
ai 


Class of 1920 


graduated from automobile 


“lea, J an 


school.” 
“What is your class honk?” 


[Shave, Bathe — 
Shampoo with one 
Soap.— Cuticura 


Cuticura Soap is the favorite forsafety razorshaving. 




















THE SHOE THAT HOLDS ITSZ7 SHAPE 


$722 $820 $900 & 310-00 SHOES 
FOR MEN AND WOMEN 


YOU CAN SAVE MONEY BY WEARING 
W. L. DOUGLAS SHOES 


SY e best known shoes 
Px a. the world. They 
—_ We are sold in 107 W. L. 
Douglas stores, direct | 
from the factory to you 
at only one profit, which guarantees to 
you the best shoes that can be produced, at 
the lowest possible cost. W.L. Douglas 
name and the retail price are stamped on 
the bottom of all shoes before they leave 
the factory, which is your protection 
against unreasonable profits. 


W.L.Douglas $9.00 and $10.00 shoes are abso- 
lutely the best shoe values for the money in this 
country. They are made of the best and finest 
leathers that money can buy. They combine 
quality, style, workmanship and wearing quali- 
ties equal toother makes selling at higher prices. 
They are the leaders in the fashion centers of 
America. The stamped price is W. L. Douglas 
personal guarantee that the shoes are always 
worth the price paid for them. The prices are 
the same everywhere; they cost no more in 
San Francisco than they do in New York. 


W. L. Douglas shoes are made by the highest 
paid, skilled shoemakers, under the direction 
and supervision of experienced men, all working 
with an honest determination to make the best 
shoes for the price that money can buy. 


W. L. Douglas shoes are for sale by over 9000 shoe dealers 
besides our own stores. If your local dealer cannot suppl 


ou, take no other make. Order direct from factory. Sen 
or booklet telling how to order shoes by mail, postage free. 
CAUTION.— Insist upon having W.L.Do 
las shoes. The name and price is plaka 
on the sole. 1 to see 


President 
that it has not been changed or mutilated. y, 
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Brockton, Mass. 





145 Spark Street, 


W.L.Douglas Shoe Co., 
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Wasted Sentiment 
He—Kiss me, and the world is mine 
She—I see no advantage in that for me. 


Too True 
Visiior—Is Mr. Dawkins in? 
Office Boy—Naw;; this is his office hour! 
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Drawn by Forrest McGinn 








“GRANDPA, TELL ME SOME WAR STORIES” ‘“GRANDSON, TELL ME SOME WAR STORIES” 
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The Awful Ordeal 
(NPRYNID By Joux H. McNeety Don’t Wear 
T'c tremendous moment had arrived. a Truss 


Carolyn pushed back several locks of 


recalcitrant hair as she rang the door Brooks’ Appliance, the 

modern. scientific invention, the 

bell. She was very nervous wonderful new discovery that 

: ae Saar sae . : relieves rupture, will be sent on 

How she dreaded this inte rview! For nights trial. No obnoxious springs or 
she had stayed awake repeating co herself the pads. MR. C. E. BROOKS 


She must dis- Brooks’ Rupture Appliance 


























Regulate your stomach so you can probable text of conversation. 
eat favorite foods without fear of play tact and diplomacy. She must inject Has automatic Air Cushions. Binds and draws 
J : 7 the broken parts together as you would a broken 
Indigestion wit into the words that flowed from her tongue. limb. No salves. No lies. Durable, cheap. Sent 
; triz 
Flatulence She must have a clever answer for every | Cat alog rr "seemeny Cooke saahel” it 
G question. mame and address today. : 
ases — 2 , BROOKS APPLIANCE CO., 4098 State St., Marshall, Mich. \% 
Acidity For days, too, she had stood in front of the : 
Palpitation mirror rehearsing the sweet and enchanting ! 


—_ smile that was to envelop her lips as she pre 

A few tablets of Pape’e Diapepsin sented herself. She had practiced 
correct acidity, thus regulating diges- 
tion and giving almost instant stom- ; . 
ach relief. PAP ESS ae was to stride across the drawing 
room She had drilled herself to 
perfection into all those little nice 
ties of etiquette, even to the way 


she was to hold her hands grace 

if fully in her lap as she sunk into 

: a chair. She had neglected noth 

. ing to create a delectable impres 
sion 


the dignified manner in which she 








— Yet now that she was face to 
T ° f face with the ordeal she was visibly 
' rl es agitated. She was actually trem 
1] By Rutn Lampert Jones bling. She must collect herself. 
There was really no excuse for 
yielding to her feelings. After all 
- ; | her careful preparation in antici 
Affairs of state are mere , . pref 
| - pation for any contingency there 
Affairs of state, ; a . 
: Saale Ridin Cirle was no reason why she should not ;, = A _ 
And pale before the views orate ' Peet Oe 
I I | conduct herself with conspicuous a Bt OF 38 
Of diplomats ; : 
Gn don refinement and culture. Not the Drawn by Pact Remy 
> eS ° om one e pf. 
3 slightest possibility of failure ex ‘nop Reports oTrHinc Dotnc 
Or such things as cravats. S i Crop Rerorts—Noruixe Doixe 





LIKE to hear 
rifles about The Great 








isted. 

Of course, her hostess would begin by drag —— —— 
ging out those chubby baby pictures of him and 
she would have to go into ecstasies of delight 
over them. But she was ready for this emer 
gency, too. She was calmer now. A servant 
answered the door and ushered her inside. 

Carolyn was making her first call on her | 


The world may hail 
A virtuoso’s skill 
I ponder how he’d rail 
If crossed in will 
The world may sing 
A savant’s high degree | 
I’m wondering 
{ 





. . fiancé’s mother 
' Just how he takes his tea? _— 


Right-O! 

Editor—(assigning work to reporter)—-Go 
out to Dr. Wright’s funeral and write up his last 
rites right away. 





’ Nowhere else in the world can you find Re porter—All right 
, oy Winch Harare ye: — 
Y | bene Soar bally a Ider Takes Up H 
for the free book. You are Jack the Housebuilder Takes Up Home- 
obligated to buy anything. brewing “I Want a Drink ’’ 





This is the house that Jack built, 
It lacked concrete foundation; 





THERE are a lot of folks in these United 


States who will sympathize with this cunning 





le lat. 


























} Phat s why they couldn t find Jack’s house youngster’s desire for a drink. 
; \fter three days’ fermentation. This dimpled infant reminding Mama that 
{ i. “it’s bottle time expresses an emotion not un- 
Not a Complaint common in these days. 
|, postpaid, You “She told me that I might kiss her on the It would be hard to resist the appeal of this 
: fi't6r it you o etlike \t setmen ht. SENG We Abe ae | forehead,”’ complained the ardent lover. “I ae JUDG A age A ge ote Po have 
MORE COMPANY, 495 ‘st Mo | like her cheek!” appea ne Happy Medium.’ 
oe - ' Seat ws Louis, like her cheek! Reproduced in full colors, mounted on a double mat, all . 
ready for framing, this appealing picture is yours for ‘5 
ROMEIKE’S PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU cents, postage prepaid 
We will send you all newspaper In Bad 
glippings which may 9PDeee tte he uptodate’ Every none. | “Yes, I cast my hat into the political ring.” | JUDGE ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 
per or periodical of importance in the United States and “How’d vou make out?” | 225 Fifth Avenue New York City 
urope is searched. Terms $7.50 for 100 clippings “PD . . ” | | 
HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York Poorly. Didn’t even get back my hat. 
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The Ideal Life 


When Shakespeare, with his deep insight into human nature, 










| pic ured the leal life, he did not elect his characte! Tro! 
} 1] . 1 ° 
among the dwellers in citi ,» Of place them in the environ- 


ment of the crowded haunts of men with their fetid and rancid 


atmosphere of moral and physical corruption, their cheay 


J estimates of human we rth, tne ordid aims, that have ever 
made everv big citv a festering sore on the bodv politic, and 








menace » | 
1 . , 1 
N vhen Shake care ee i vella 10% who ha 
, , | 
] { nN I ted Vi I the | i la { { { ne 4 
1 
| eve omnt of n i] ot ma ( 1 statecralt I 
| 1 1 1 
| cial philose I Oo! ta ( ol ( ( ( ot l¢ 
} ‘ t} , TiO} 1 ' } oof, 
O* u he cond ( ina¢ ( inea ertect 
° : : , 7 . 
tate of society is py ible, he selects as | tage the 


Forest of Arden, remote from the untruth, hypocri 


ignorance and violence OT a society pursuing its own 


1G ae . ] eu SP erlere ] - r Bae 
selfish aims, and within the sylvan shades of tl 

Arcadia a fascinating company of exiles realize a 
mode and conception of life that is ideal democ- 


racv because each member of the happy band is an 
t 





aristocrat in the sense of nobility of heart and char- 


acter. 


““As You Like It’’ 


describes a life that would ] lease eve ryone. Rich in 
its revelations of the mysteries of human nature and 
the philosophy of life, Shakespeare seems to have 
transfused much of the wisdom of past ages into hi 


own all-combining mind. ‘This great comedy, word 





for word as the great master wrote it, together with 
everything else that he wrote, exactly as it came from 
his pen, is found in this De Luxe Edition of 


SHAKESPEARE’S COMPLETE WORKS 
An Unexpurgated Edition A Liberal Education HalfthePublisher’s rine 























} 
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Ma ( I S 
\ e QOuir I | j 
PI) | \ FEATUR PREFACI jet I O 
1 Rt | TS; , 
k i CON ( I 
WEN I t 
GLOSSARIES | explainir tf i r ne ee ee a ee 
( I TK , Lp TT ~ + , a ae mes ae sequence . rte é Brunswick Subscription Co., 
1 Aiggencr nt ; ’ a g! . spe berg o to Feng10 I meme JOP Us UME ” I 418 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 
ind and STUDY NOTES TT — $1 
l EAR Ifa nted t it $ 
Other Interesting Features . 1 ch : for : i: 
. ad 40 SUPERB ILLUSTRATIONS : : 
Type The largest that could be used without | 
making the volumes too bulky; ample margins IN COLOR 
en r A pure white, thin opaque paper. — The depicting famous scenes in Shakespeare’s plays, and hun- ! ad 
volumes average nearly 700 pages ea | ame , 
7) ce ; inches ; . dreds of text illustrations reproduced from rare wood cuts I 
Bindis g Rich silk-fini used in books published in Shakespeare’s time, are fea- | oO ution . 
titles in gold tures altogether unique and found in no other edition. “ id $15.3 
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— Capt. X’s Idea 


PALL MALL 


FAMOUS CIGARETTES 


ound's 


, 





Capt. X’s big idea a round 
cigarette, loosely rolled, made from the 
famous PALL MALL blend of 42 dif- 
ferent kinds of Turkish tobacco. A 
cigarette that does not have to be tap- 
ped, squeezed or loosened a cigarette 
with a free and easy draught. Plain 
ends. “Read the story of Capt. X.” 
“They Are Good Taste” 


PALL MALL ROUNDS (plain E(\C 
20 ends) in the new foil box . . 50 














PALL 


MALL 


(REGULAR) 


PLAIN OR CORK, 


IN BOXES OF 





